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TWAS the 
night before 





Christmas, 
and all through 
the house, 

Not a creature 
was stirring, 
not even a 
mouse. 

The stockings 


were hung by 





the chimney with care, 

In the hope that St. Nicholas 
soon would be there. 

The children were nestled all 
snug in their beds, 


While visions of sugar-plums 
danced in their heads. 


And mamma in her kerchief, ..|- 54997 





and 1 in my cap 
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Had just settled our brains for a long. winter's 
nap; 

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 

] sprang from the bed to see what was the 
matter. | 

Away to the window I flew like a flash, 

Tore open the shutters and 


"P Ut 


в, НЕ. ||| 
threw up the sash. ath КА 
| [861600 
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. The moon on the breast of 







the new-fallen snow 
Gave the lustre of midday 

to objects below— 
When what to my won- 7; 

dering eyes should appear Y 
But a miniature sleigh and 


eight tiny reindeer, 


ИИ 
LY Mf dbp לק‎ 
z E 7, 4 


РАО 
4 7 


mJ 
НЯ 


4 


|| 


| 
N 
| 


| 
[ 
1 


= کے 


= = 


| 
| 
y 


E 


i መት 


EN apr 2 === 


=== 
EAT 


= 
E=‏ 
ےج ےھ 


ዘ 
p, 
ሙር 














With a little old 
driver so lively 
and quick, 

I knew in a 

moment it 

must be St. 

Nick. 

More rapid than 





eagles his coursers they came, 

And he whistled and shouted and called them 
by name— 

« Молу, Dasher! Now, Dancer! Now, Prancer! 
Now, Vixen! 

On, Comet! On, Cupid! On, Dunder and 
Blixen! | 

To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall! 

Now, dash away! Dash | 


away! Dash away! 


АП!” 





сапе Ву, 





When they meet with an obstacle, mount to 
the sky, 

So up to the house-top the coursers they flew 

With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas, 
too. x | | 

And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof 

The prancing and pawing of each tiny 4 


As I drew in my head, and was turning 
around, 





Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with 
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He was dressed all 






in fur from his 
head to his foot, 
And his clothes 
were all tarnished 


with ashes and 






/ 0 И Ji 
NUDO 7, 


soot; 


2° ከር had flung 


> n on his back, 
And he looked like a pedlar just opening his 
pack. 


His eyes—how they twinkled! His dimples, 
how merry! 

His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a 
cherry ; 

His aroll lit- ፡ 


tle mouth ሪር 








gi 


መዓ ሃሪያ 2; 
was drawn С 







up tn a г 
bow, » | 
Ánd the 


beard on his chin 


was as white as the snow 





THE REINDEER AND THE SLEIGE. 


The stump of a pipe he held tight in his 
teeth, 

And the smoke, it encircled his head like a 
wreath. 

He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old 
elf, 

And 1 laughed when I saw him, in spite of 
myself. 

A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head, 


Soon gave me to know 1 had nothing to 


dread. 
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He spoke not a word, but went straight to his 
work, 

And filled all the stockings—then turned with 
а jerk, 

And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a 
whistle, 

And away they all flew, like the down of a 
thistle; 

But I heard him exclaim ere he drove out of 
sight, 

«Merry Christmas to all,and to all a good- 
night!" 
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Öse Vigne After ያም መቸ 


Twas the night after Christmas, and all 
through the house | 

Not a creature was stirring—excepting а mouse. 

The stockings were flung in haste over the chair, 

For hopes of St. Nicholas were no longer there. 

The children were restlessly 

tossing in bed, 
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For the pie and the candy were heavy as lead; 

While mamma in her kerchief, and I in my gown, 

Had just made up our minds that we would not 
lie down, 

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 

Т sprang from my chair to see what was the matter. 

Away to the window I went with a dash, 

Flung open the shutter, and threw up the sash. 

'The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow, 

Gave the lustre of noon-day to objects below, 
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When what to my long anxious eyes should appear 

But a horse and a sleigh, both old-fashioned and 
queer; 

With a little old driver, so solemn and slow, 

| knew at a glance it must be Dr. Brough. 

| drew in my head, and was turning around, 

When upstairs came the 
Doctor, with scarcely 
a sound. 

He wore a thick 
overcoat, made 
long ago, 

And the beard תס‎ 
his chin was 
white with the 
Snow. 
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tle spoke a few መ / 
words,and went | | 
| : 2 [ S 
straight to his == 
work: Í 


He felt all the 24 Wd. TE 
| elf oc 
pulses,—then | aa =e (jt 
turned with a jerk, Xq = 


And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

With a nod of his head to the chimney he 
goes:— 

«A. spoonful of oil, ma'am, if you have it handy; 

No nuts and no raisins, no pies and no candy. 

These tender young stomachs cannot well digest 

All the sweets that they get; toys and book: 
are the best. 

But I know my advice will not find many 
friends, 

For the custom of Christmas the other war 
tends. 

The fathers and mothers, 
and Santa Claus, too, 










Are exceedingly blind. 
Well, a good-night 
to you!” 

And 1 heard him ex- 
claim, as he drove out 
of sight: 





«These feastings ፡ 
and candies === 
make Doctors’ | 
bills right!" 











































































































THE DOLLS' CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


ir was the week before Christmas, and the dolls in the toy-shop 
played together all night. The biggest one was from Paris. 

One night she said, * We ought to have a party before Santa Claus 
carries us away to the little girls. 1 can dance, and I will show you 
how.” 

“] can dance myself if you will pull tue string,” said a “Jim 
Crow” doll. 

“What shall we have for supper?" piped a little boy-doll in a 


Jerseysuit. He was always thinking about eating. 
“Oh, dear,” cried the ו‎ French lady, “I don’t 
&now what we shall do for xf supper!” 


added a big rag doll 
liked her 
but they 
now. She 


“T ean get the supper," % 
The sher dolls had never 
very well, 
thanked her 






had taken 
a cooking- 
knew how 
sake and 
gave French 
everything 
and this 





lessons at 
school, and 
to make 
candy. She 
names tu 
she made, 


made it taste 


better. Old Mother Hubbard was there, and she said the rag 


301 did not know how to cook anything. 


They danced in one of the great shop-windows. They opened a 
toy piano, and a singing-doll played “ Comin’ through the Rye.” 

















The dolls did not find that a good tune to dance 
by; but the lady did not know any other, =>, althougk 
she was the most costly doll in the shop. = Y Then they 
wound up a music-box, and AN danced by 
that. This did very well for some 
sunes; but they hac 
io walk around 
when it played “Нар 
Columbia,” and wai* for 
something else. 

The “Jim Crow” doll had 
to dance by himself, fox 


he could do nothing but a 
“ break-down." He would 
not dance at all unless 
some one pulled hi: 
string. A toy monkey 
did this; but he would 
not stop when the 
dancer was tired. 
They had supper on 
one of the counters. 
The rag doll placed 
some boxes for tables. 
The supper was of 
there was nothing in the 
hearts and eggs. The dolls 
anything else, and the 
McQuirk said he could not 


sandy, for 

shop to eat but sugar 
like candy better than 
supper was splendid. Patsy 
eat candy. He wanted to know what kind of a sup- 
per it was without any pota- toes. He got very angry, 
put his hands into his pockets, and smoked his pipe. It 
was very uneivil for him to do so in company. The smoke 


made the little ladies sick, and they all tried to climb into a 


* norn of plenty" to 
get out of the way. 

Mother Hubbard 
and the two black 
waiters tried to sing 
“TloveLittle Pussy;” 
but the tall one in a 
brigand hat opened 
his mouth wide, that 
the small dollies 
were afraid 
they might 
fall into it. 
The clown 














































































































































raised 

both arms in won- 

der. and Jack in 

the Box sprang up as high as he could 
to look down into the fellow’s throat. 

All the baby-dolls in caps and long 

dresses had been put to 


bed. They woke up when 
| the others were 
at supper, 
and began 
tocry. The 
big 1 
brought 
them some 
candy. and 
that kept 
them quiet 
for some time. 
The next morning a 
little girl found the toy 
piano open. She was sure the 
dolls had beem playing om it. The 







grown-up people thought it had been left open the night pe 
fore; but they do not understand dolls as well as little people 
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VIOLA ROSEBOROUGEL 


LITTLE CHRISTMAS CAROLLERS. 


WE are a band of carollers, 

We march through frost and snow, 
But care not for the weather 

As on our way we go. 


At every hall or cottage 
That stands upon our way, 

We stop to give the people 
Best wishes for the day. 


We pray a merry Christmas, 
Made bright by Christmas cheer, 
‚With peace, and hope, and gladness 
And all they may hold dear. 


And for all those that happen 
To pass us on our way 
We have a smile, and wish them 


ሏ merry Christmas-day. 
L. A. FRANCE. 
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LITLE CHRISTMAS CAROLULEAS: 
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